44* The Tragedy o/'OtheUo 

Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this. 

To leaue me but a little to my fclfe. 

D'f* Shall i deny yon? no, farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my D'fdtmona,V le come to thee ftratght* 
r>ef come,be it as your fancies teach you. 

What ere you be I am obedient. Exeunt Dcf. and Em. 

Oth. Excellent wretch, perdition catch my foule. 

But i doe loue thee, and when I loue thee nor. 

Chaos is come againe. 

Jag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. Whatdoeft thou fay lago? 
lug. Did Michael fafsio when you wooed my Lady, 
Kno w of your lone ? 

Oth. He did from firft to laft : — Why doeft thou aske? 
fag. But for afatisladtion of my thought. 

No further harmc. 

Oth. W hy of thy thought lago ? 

I ag. I did not thinke he had been aquainted with her. 
Oth. O yes and went between vs very oft. 

Iga. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed? I indeed, defcern’ft thou ought in that? 
Isbenorhoneft? 

Jag. Honeft my Lord ? Oth. Honeft ? I honeft. 

jug. My Lordfor ought I know. 

Oth W hat doeft thou thinke ? 
lag. Thinke my Loro ? 

Oth. Thinke my Lord? why doll thou ecchoe me. 

As if there were fame monfttr in thy thought, 

T o hideous to belhowne s Thou doft meane fomethings 
1 heard thee fay but now, thou lik’ftnot that. 

When Cafsio left my wife : what did It not like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of my counfell. 

In my whole courfe of wooing rhou cridft indeed? 

An<l d'dit contract, and purft t hy brow together, 

As if hou then tatlft (hut vp in thy braine, 

Some bori iole cirx.it : It ciiou doeft loue me, 

Snew me thy thought. 

f>g. My Loro y ou know I loue y ou. 


the <£Moore of Venice. 

Oth . I thinke thou doeft, 

And for I know,thou art full ofloueandhonefty. 

And weighed thy words, before thou giu’ft ’em breath. 
Therefore thefc Hops of thine fright me the more $ 

For fuch things in a falfe difloyall knaue. 

Are trickes of cuftome j but in a man that’s iuft. 

They are clofe dilutions, working from the heart, 

That paflion cannot rule. 

lag. For cjftfichatl Cafsio, 

I dare be fworne,! thinke that he is honeft* 

Oth. I thinke fe to. 

lag. Men fhould be what they feeme. 

Or thofe that be not, would they might feeme none. 
Oth. Certaine,tnen fliould be what they feeme. 
lag. Why then f thinke Cafm* s an honeft man. 

Oth. Nay ,yet ther’s more in this, 

I ptethee fpeake to me, as to thy thinkings . 

As thou doeft ruminate,andgiue thy worft of thoughts. 
The worft of words. 

lag. Good my Lord pardon me ? 

Though I ana bound to cuery a6t of duty, . 

I am not bound to that all flaues are free to, 

Vtter my thoughts : Why, fay they are vile and falfe : 
As where’s that p3llace,whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who has a breaft fo pure, 

But fame vndeanly apprehtafions, 

Keepe leetes and law- dayes and in fefsion fit 
With meditations lawfull ? 


Oth Thou doft confpire againft thy friend lago. 
If thonbnt thinkeft him wrongd^nd makeft his eare 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. . 

lag. idoebefecchyou. 

Though I perchance am vicious in my ghefle 
(As I confefle it is my natures plague * 

To fpy into abu!es,and oft my lealoufie 
Shapes faults that are not :) that your vifedome yet 
£r,r, that ° ,m P erf ^ly conceits, J 

Would take no notice^ncr buddy our felfe a taouble. 


